THE SECOND AFTERNOON

" Well, if it really is a sacrifice it will not be a useless
one like so many in these days. It will give us at any rate
an opportunity to know something about von Rangel's
movements," he muttered to himself. " After that it's up
to us to make the most of that opportunity."

Two peasant girls who were squatting on the pavement
in the shade of a false-pepper tree giggled to see this mad-
man muttering to himself in the sun. He turned sharply
to scowl at them, and they, crossing themselves, muffled
their faces against his malevolent gaze.

How mythical submarines came to seem in this sunny
street, amid this acrid dust and the hot reek of those infernal
imitations of trees!

In the narrow entrance of the hall of Number Ten he
fidgeted impatiently while Stavro flicked the dust from his
boots with the feather brush.

"" Very good now, Capitaine," said the boy grinning at
his handiwork,

" If only you could dust me inside as well as out,'*
Waterlow commented gravely.

Stavro looked anxious. He wished that his beloved
Capitaine would not walk about in the sun in the way he
did. To come straight off the blistering pavements and
make a remark like that was enough to cause anxiety.
He had often heard that only Englishmen and dogs walked
about in the sun. Stavro watched the Capitaine pass
through into Mr Henderson's room, and under his breath
he invited the Holy Warrior Michael to keep Satan from
this house.

" Give me the card of Queenie Walters," said Water-
low abruptly to the haggard scholar, who ran his thin
white grubby fingers along the cards in the box marked